CHAPTER   VI
LISA found herself more and more inclined to
look back. Looking back is an insidious denial
of the future-or possibly an acceptance of the
future.
She remembered details of her childhood The
home-made pork-pie sent by her nanny's mother, the
nursery-maid who read aloud A Peep Behind the
Scenes^ as she pushed the pram, the tea-leaves by
which she had been able to tell fortunes, the excite*
ment of hearing that Nanny would shortly receive a
letter-an excitement on exactly the same level as the
excitement she felt when Nanny was also declared
to be about to meet a dark man.
The letter was clearly not an ordinary letter, nor
was the man an ordinary man, otherwise the tea*
leaves would have had nothing to do with them*
And there had been the glorious day when Mr, Rose
had taken her on a delicious adventure in the sidecar
of his motor-bicycle* Mr. Rose had a shop which sold
acid-drops, india-rubber bands and Christmas cards*
with a pale mauve light behind Christ and a real
gold halo that stuck out behind the Virgin.
Gwen, her pretty nursery-maid, said to Mr, Rose,
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